YERMA
over and goes to sleep? Should I go on thinking of him or what
can come shining out of my breast? I don't know; but you tell
me-out of charity!
[She kneels]
FIRST OLD WOMAN: Oh, what an open flower! What a beautiful
creature you are. You leave me alone. Don't make me say any
more. I don't want to talk with you any more. These are matters of
honour. And I don't burn anyone's honour. You'll find out. But
you certainly ought to be less innocent.
YBRMA [sadly]: Girls like me who grow up in the country have all
doors closed to them. Everything becomes half-words, gestures,
because all these things, they say, must not be talked about. And
you, too; you, too, stop talking and go off with the air of a doctor
- knowing everything, but keeping it from one who dies of thirst
FIRST OLD WOMAN: To any other calm woman, I could speak; not
to you, I'm an old woman and I know what I'm saying.
YERMA: Then, God help me.
FIRST OLD WOMAN: Not God; I've never liked God. When will
people realize he doesn't exist? Men are the ones who'll have to
help you.
YERMA: But, why do you tell me that? Why?
FIRST OLD WOMAN [leaving]: Though there should be a God, even a
tiny one, to send his lightning against those men of rotted seed
who make puddles out of the happiness of the fields.
YERMA: I don't know what you're trying to tell me.
FIRST OLD WOMAN: Well, I know what I'm trying to say. Don't
you be unhappy. Hope for the best. You're still very young. What
do you want me to do?
[She leaves. TWO GIRLS appear.]
FIRST GIRL: Everywhere we go we meet people.
. YERMA: With all the work, the men have to be in the olive groves,
and we must take them their food. No one's left at home but the
old people.
SECOND GIRL: Are you on your way back to the village?
YERMA: I'm going that way.
no